Languet   going to give you something still more trifling.

to Sidney As my ill luck would have it, I chanced the other
day upon two most charming writers, one of
whom describes France, the other, England. The
former is Robert Coenalis, Bishop of Avranches,
a very silly and ignorant person. The other would
think himself greatly affronted if I called him
English, since he repeatedly proclaims himself a
Cambrian, not an Englishman. His name is Hum-
frey Lhuid, and if he is not learned, he is a man of
extensive reading, but now and then forms his
judgements in such a way that he seems totally
destitute of common sense. He scourges the un-
fortunate Hedlor Boetius and Polydore Virgil so
cruelly that even if they have grievously erred,
the punishment seems greater than the fault. It
is well for you that your ancestors drew their
blood from France: for he says the Saxons, from
whom the English are descended, were nothing
but pirates and robbers. You know that the Ger-
man writers have plundered us poor Gauls of
the empire which they declare we never pos-
sessed. They say that the expedition of Godfrey
of Bouillon to Jerusalem was theirs: and that the
Greek and Latin writers, early and late, are talk-
ing nonsense when they say that the Gauls made
so many irruptions into Italy, burned Rome,
penetrated into Greece and even into Asia,
since these all were undoubtedly Germans. But
the good Welshman is so far from being touched
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